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And soon its rays as from a crown
Will pierce the darkness of the clouds,
And people hastening from the fight
Will seek its shining throne in crowds.

And we who knew but night and storms
Will glory in its royal rays,
And crumbling into dust, the world
Itself will pass down azure ways.

ALEXANDER BLOK :  The Nezv Power.

Drum up the noise of revolt in the squares!
Up with heads of arrogant blood!
Our aim is to wash all the towns of the world
In waters that surge like a second flood.
Meek is the bull of the days.
Slow is the chariot of years.
Our god is in lightning ways.
Our heart is a drum without fears.
Like heaven itself is our gold.
The bullet may shorten our joys.
Our arms are our thundering songs.
Our gold is our boisterous voice.
Meadows, be covered with green,
Spread out a base for the days!
Rainbows, raise arches of years
For the steeds of our lightning ways!
Sing for joy, sing for joy, drink!
Spring is astir in our veins.
Beat to the battle, heart!
Drum in our breast with its strains.
VLADIMIR MAYAKOVSKY : Our March.
(Trans, by Gerard Shelley.)